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Dear KANM member, 


Third time's the charm! This is our 
third consecutive volume of KANM 
brought to you in a wonderful 
digital and (if you’re holding 
this) physical format. For my 
second semester in a row, I am 
proud to have brought together and 
present to you our rag tag 
collection of member submitted reviews, essays, 
poetry, art, and KANM goodies. KANM embodies more 
than just student radio as it encompasses the 
passions and interests of all its members, our 
semesterly zine is just another component of what 
makes KANM whole. Or something inspirational like 
that. - Jotch 
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WHAT JAWNY'S DEBUT ALBUM 
CAN TEACH US ABOUT 
HEARTBREAR 


By: Jackson Bendele 


Since his debut in 2018, singer-songwriter Jacob Sullenger 
has explored the catacombs of chaos that is a romantic 
relationship with sweeping ballads, eclectic melodies, and 
catchy hooks. Kicking off a musical career as Johnny Utah, 
Sullenger released a smattering of bedroom pop singles, a 
quirky little musical sunflower slowly but surely blossoming in 
the massive flower garden. However, what started as a 
couple of splashes in the ocean of oversaturated indie music 
quickly became a typhoon; one of Johnny Utah's songs blew 
up on TikTok. “Honeypie " released in 2020 off of the EP “For 
Abby”, and has gained 273 million streams on Spotify since, 
finding its way onto every playlist and TikTok edit. Johnny 
Utah used this opportunity of virality to reinvent himself as 
JAWNY; his first new project, titled “Hugo” built off of the 
themes introduced in “For Abby” but also completely 
surpassed them, with 


“seolELIDOSCOPIC MELODIES THAT 
SPECTRUMIZE THE FEELINGS OF A 


MESSY RELATIONSHIP AS WELL AS 
THE DIFFICULTIES OF OBTAINING 
CREATIVE FREEDOM." 


Now, finally, in 2023, JAWNY has stepped off of the 
bedroom pop plateau with “It's Never Fair, Always True ", 
a 45-minute storybook of the trials and tribulations of a 
boy who is falling in and out of love. From the explosive 
ecstasy of a new relationship to the devastation that 
comes with the termination of that very same infatuation, 
and all of the feelings in between, “It’s Never Fair, Always 
True” beautifully weaves Johnny Utah-like melodies into 
the same tragic stories, but this time with colorful 
production that can have you either busting down or 
breaking down. 


The album's bright and flashy intro track begins with 
a mantra, stating the album's title over and over 
again as the instrumentals rapidly crescendo into 
“strawberry chainsaw’, a citrus-flavored pop 

track sung from the perspective of a boy who's 
lyrics are utterly infatuated with a love interest, 
despite the flaws that they may possess. “lalala” 
and “wide eyed” follow the same themes of viewing 
new love through rose-tinted glasses, ignoring red 
flags that indicate an inevitable heartbreak. 


This all culminates in “adios”, a breakup song that trudges 
forward through the life of the protagonist with an upbeat 
tempo and melancholy chord progressions. “take it back” pulls 
a complete 180 on the emotional journey we were taking, 
bursting through with gritty guitar and heavy rash cymbals, 
screaming about how the boy is driving away from his breakup 
with “a car that's full of memories and things of the past’. 
Grammy winning artist Beck also drops in on the track to give 
his thoughts on the matter. 


This explosive energy carries the record throughout the B-side 
of this emotional rollercoaster. “death of a dj’ deals with 
existentialism and the idea that maybe none of these matters, 
that “all of us are just rock and dirt”. “giving up on you” drives 
home the protagonists desire to leave his heartbreak in the 
past with a punchy chorus and resonant choruses, only for the 
protagonist to come to terms with the fact that he can't just 
“cover all the brush strokes” of his past relationship and begins 
to fall into this deep spiral of doubt and self-hatred. The boy 
struggles with these feelings of loneliness and regret through 
the rest of the B-side, careening through beautiful string 
sections in “i look better when I'm in love” and wading through 
the lilting melodies of “fall in love” and “everything”, until the 
record finally concludes its journey on “selfish hate”. The boy 
has found out that his previous love is with somebody else 
now. This realization causes the boy to spiral through an 
existential rabbit hole of all of the feelings he’s been struggling 
with throughout the record. Scarred, traumatized, and broken, 
the boy ultimately ends up obsessed with a person who has 
long left his life, hopelessly grasping at distant memories like 
grains of sand blown by the wind. 


Was it all for nothing? The final track follows the boy as he 
plummets into existential dread, alone, on his birthday. 


The boy has closed himself off from his friends and family, 
telling them “I'm fine, stay away”, while also calling out to the 
person he loves, “Hoping you'll ask me if fm okay”. JAWNY 
directs this typhoon of conglomerated regret into the final 
chorus of the album, in which the boy desperately cries out to 
the cosmos above “I hate that I'm in love!”. 


This album is not an album of singles, unlike some of Johnny 
Utah's previous projects. “It's Never Fair, Always True” 
intricately sews a tapestry of raw emotion throughout its 45- 
minute runtime, meticulously traversing the musical peaks 
and valleys of love and the inevitable heartbreak that comes 
with it. Listening to this album out of order would be like 
reading The Shining with shuffled pages or watching the 
finale of Breaking Bad before the pilot. When you inevitably 
come across this album on your Spotify recommendation, or 
even go listen to it because of this article, | implore you to sit 
down and hear the boy's story. JAWNY takes time to tell this 
tale of grief and amplifies it with beautiful technicolor chords 
and moody harmonies in a record that will have you yearning 
for human connection, regardless of what it comes with. 


“It's Never Fair, Always True” is ultimately a journey through the 
Five Stages of Grief. The boy's rose-tinted glasses approach to 
love, where any red flag can be overlooked in the name of 
obtaining human connection, is flawed. The rest of the album 
tackles the consequences of this obsessive approach to love, and 
how different people tackle these consequences in different 
ways. The boy is first able to brush off the battle scars of a 
heartbreak, but ultimately gets crushed under the indomitable 
weight of heartache, regret, and most of all, yearning. This can be 
seen in the album's final track, with our protagonist in a depressive 
state, unable to move on from the past, closed off from the rest of 
the world. The boy serves as a lesson, reminding us to approach 
relationships with caution, that each person we meet is a human 
being that has emotions, and aspirations, and that it takes time, 
and love, and care to truly cherish each relationship. 


"LOVE IS ONE OF LIFE'S GREATEST GIFTS TO 
HUMANITY, AND IT IS OUR RESPONSIBILITY TO 
EHERIEH LOVE, TOPOSTER IT.” 


to let it grow within each and every one of us. Rushing love leads 
to grief, and when grief strikes, it's up to us to keep our heads up, 
to live and to learn, to move past the mistakes of the past and 
push forward to a new horizon 
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“LOVERAMA 


matthew santiago 


I’ve recently realized that | have a weakness for bands 
whose target audience is middle-aged, somewhat nerdy, white 
men. Frankly, | don’t know what went wrong. My parents are 
both big 90s pop and R&B fans, and groups like TLC and 
Boyz || Men served as the soundtrack to many days spent 
helping clean the house. As of March 2023, however, my all- 
time top artist on Spotify is They Might Be Giants (of “Istanbul, 
not Constantinople” fame), with dad rock icons Fleetwood Mac 
following closely behind. 

In my defense, | will say that underneath their 
unassuming appearances, a lot of these bands have a knack 
for approaching complicated, at times morbid, topics in an 
interesting and accessible way. They Might Be Giants’ favorite 
subject to sing about is death, and Fleetwood Mac’s most 
popular album, Rumors, is about relationship issues, lyrically 
made up of jabs at past relationships, attacking people who 
were usually in the studio recording the song with them. 

The latest band in this vein to plague my listening history 
has been the Australian indie rock band Custard. Founded and 
fronted by David McCormack (whose husky voice is now 
known to many as that of Bandit in the hit kids' show Bluey), 
the band combines punchy guitar work with a tongue-in-cheek 
lyrical style to deliver short and sweet pop songs that often 
make fun of themselves or the music scene. One of their most 
popular singles is “Music is Crap”, in which in which drummer 
Glenn Thompson explains how aliens came to him in a dream 
and told him how all music sucks. Most of their work follows 
this sort of pattern, but their 1999 album Loverama sees the 
band take a turn into decidedly gloomier territory. While they 
mostly retain their carefree tone, it is Custard’s surprisingly 
nuanced approach to the breakup album that makes 
Loverama their best record to date. 


S were an eventful decade for Custard. In 1995, 

ir first hit in the single ‘Apartment’, a driving, almost 
frantic rock song that became an instant favorite of alternative 
stations across Australia. More successful singles followed, 
and by 1997, the band was touring the country alongside acts 
like Weezer, Frank Black, and Beck. After years of recording, 
performing, and promoting, however, the band began to slow 
down. The combination of a disastrous attempt at an American 
tour, the growing internal cracks within the group, and personal 
issues the band members were facing made it abundantly 
clear that the next project they sat down to record had a 
chance of being their last. 

On its surface, Loverama is just another Custard album. It 
is unabashedly geeky and sleazy - the title of its first song and 
leading single, ‘Girls Like That (Don’t Go For Guys Like Us)’, 
should clue you in on the kind of people that popped this 
album into their car stereos regularly. However, if you look 
beyond the unusual song titles, you'll see the hints of deeper 
reflection and sorrow that set this album apart from their 
previous work. 

"It's more lovelorn than love lust," McCormack said in an 
interview with alternative station Triple J, "I like to think of it as 
our most bleak and negative album that we could possibly 
make with no redeeming features, except that you can dance 
to it." 

| couldn’t have put it better. Loverama is a blast to listen 
to: drummer Glenn Thompson and bassist Paul Medew lay 
down a solid, thumping foundation for Matthew Strong’s driving 
lead guitar playing and McCormack’s gawky delivery. The 
band’s firing on all cylinders here, pumping out groove after 
groove that’ll, at the very least, get your foot tapping. Lyrically, 
however, Custard sound a little different from their typically 
lighthearted selves. The shift is most noticeable on songs like 
‘Nervous Breakdance’, in which McCormack gets 
uncharacteristically direct about trying to get over a breakup, 
assuring himself that the pain will be over soon while he 
frantically looks for any sign that it really will. Perhaps the most 
poignant example of this is the album’s closer, ‘Ladies and 
Gentlemen’, a sort of reenactment of the awkward, circular 
conversations you have with any ex. McCormack, it seems, 
finally has the chance to get back with the nebulous ex he’s 
been yearning for the whole album. Instead of desperately 
asking for them back, though, he seems to have recogni 
that it’s time to move on. “I’ve already answered that que: 
he retorts to some question he’s asked. The conversati 
in circles as the music builds, culminating in an explosion 
strings and guitar. The song ends on a line that so! 
hints at his own feelings about Custard’s impending 
“nostalgia’s all I’ve got to look forward to, in the end. 

| don’t want to characterize the period around L 
as a depressing time for the band. While McCormac 
that a lot of their wide-eyed, youthful enthusiasm 


d 


sapped away by years of touring, recording the album was not 
the sob-fest you’d imagine it to be. In contrast to their last two 
albums, which were recorded in studios across America, 
Loverama was recorded in their hometown, Brisbane. This 
proximity to home made recording the album not only easy fi 
the band, but for those close to them: Strong’s parents 
contributed claps to “Hit Song”, while McCormack’s dad 
contributed lyrics to “Funny”. Martin Lee, a friend of the gro 
and drummer of Brisbane band Regurgitator, often came by 
the studio, drinks in tow. 

This festive, familiar atmosphere, I’d argue, is reflected in 
some of Loverama. The aforementioned ‘Nervous Breakdance’ 
is preceded by Custard’s best attempt at a disco song, ‘Ringo 
(| Feel Like)’. “I feel like Ringo,” McCormack almost screams 
over a thumping bassline, “and it’s ripping my eyes out”. As the 
song transitions into its second half, he delivers a monologue 
about he knows, better than anyone, how things can get “weird 
and bad”. He calls on a bunch of kids (in reality, the other 
members of Custard pitched up) to sing along as the groove 
begins again. It’s as obnoxious as it sounds, and because of it, 
the sudden shove into the more wistful ‘Nervous Breakdance’ 
is enough to give you whiplash. 

Loverama was a huge success for the group. It peaked at 
#19 on Australia’s ARIA charts, the band’s highest charting 
album to date, and it would eventually become their most 
commercially successful. ‘Girls Like That’ became, arguably, 
the band’s biggest hit, ranking #3 on Triple J’s Top 100 in 
1998. Reviews of the album were generally favorable, with 
audiences praising the album’s blend eclectic mix of garage 
pop, disco, funk, and country, as well as the more introspective 
writing on the second half of the album. 

The album’s success would be their last. Soon after the 
release of Loverama, Custard went on a six-month hiatus. 
Their hiatus would continue into the new millennium, 
eventually becoming a full-on breakup, announced alongside a 
greatest hits compilation aptly titled ‘Goodbye, Cruel World’. 

A lot of the public reactions I’ve seen to the breakup 
express the same sort of pity, the kind of sentiment you’d see 
poured out for a show canceled too soon. “Very enjoyable 
album,” user Mr_Busby laments on Loverama’s rateyourmusic 
page, “they ended on such a high note”. Their attitudes are 
understandable, but | find them to be a little misguided. 
Breakups, of bands or of relationships, are often seen as 
spectacles, fiery explosions of who said what, and 
understandably so. In a sick sort of way, it’s fun to watch these 
s stretch and break. It’s hard not to want to listen to the 
surrounding the latest celebrity breakup. Picking sides 
starting arguments is something that can be fun for 
des. After all, people still argue about who broke up the 
it was John, not Yoko). 


| don’t think Custard was one of these cases. While the 
increasing creative differences and disagreements within the 
band could suggest that the band could have gone through 
some behind the scenes fight, Loverama and the press around 
it never seemed angry or bitter. Interviews done around the 
album's release date saw the band being as insufferable as 
ever, providing meandering, made-up, half-answers to simple 
questions as they always have. Custard’s break up was a 
recognition of the fact that the band was no longer able to 
reconcile their diverging goals and ideas. It was just time to 
move on. 

"It was like the last week of high school," McCormack 
explained, "everyone except Paul was moving out of Brisbane, 
everything was changing”. A lot did for the group in the years 
following the breakup. McCormack moved south to Sydney, 
keeping busy by founding and fronting a few new bands, 
starting a soundtrack collective, and, eventually, settling down 
to start a family. 

My friend Claire often tells this story about a book they 
read. A divorced professor is invited to their ex’s wedding, and 
instead of making up some lie to slip out of attending, the 
professor suddenly accepts ever gig he’s ever been invited to. 
He sets himself up for a dash around the world, attending 
conference after conference, giving speech after speech. He 
wants to send the message that he’s doing fine, that he’s 
booked and busy and is flourishing without her in his life. It is 
in a brief moment of respite on this mad trip that Claire found 
the story’s most poignant moment. One of the professor’s 
acquaintances is sitting with him, seeing right through his act. 
Love isn’t wasted, he tells him. The time that the professor and 
his wife spent together wasn’t wasted. The love existed and is 
gone, but the time that they shared, the things they saw, and 
the lessons they learned will remain with him forever. Just 
because it has ended doesn’t mean that it ceases to matter. 

In more ways than one, Loverama is Custard’s breakup 
album. It is the band at their most direct, honest, and 
introspective, reflecting on the pain of getting over lost love but 
the difficulties of dealing with the breakup of the band itself. 
Despite this, there is never a point on the album that 
succumbs to outright despair. Sure, they'll mourn the end of a 
relationship, but they'll keep you dancing while they do it. 
They'll write songs knowing that they may be the band’s last, 
but they'll make them as obnoxious and light-hearted as they 
always have. Breaking up and moving on, they seem to argue, 
is difficult - but it’s not the impossible task that it's often made 
out to be. 


Custard's discography is available on most streaming services. 
Matthew Santiago hosts Monday Blues along with Caden 
Sanderson on Mondays 8PM. 


Reminiscing on Girlhood. Media 
Orn Defined My alate eens 


by Berit Zuch 
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and here's a feminist quote for good measure... 


“Often father and daughter look down on mother together. They exchange meaningful glances when she 
misses a point. They agree that she is not bright as they arc, cannot reason as they do. This collusion docs not 
save the daughter from the mother’s fate.” 


I Interviewed at 
(So That You Don't Have To) 


An essay 


JOSH, 


Also, the full story | want to 
tell (part II) is incomplete. I have a shit 
week next week, just give me 2 more? 
Feel free to edit content (grammar, 
sentence structure, etc.). Also, keep this 
header section in. 


<3 


Part I. 


Clad in my roommate’s suit, I 
headed to what I expected would be one 
of the least consequential interviews of 
my life. An interview with a huge oil and 
gas company like this one, surely, was 
some sort of anomalous event whereby 
my resumé snuck past an algorithm - or, 
perhaps, I deceived one of the 
representatives | met with at the career 
fair into believing I was truly interested in 
their work. The truth was that, though I 
sincerely couldn’t envision a career or any 
sort of future with QD. a part 
of myself was morbidly curious as to how 
far I could make it. 

My dad never went to college, and 
my grandparents worked (until very 
recently) on the factory floor at 

@QED Growing up, my other 
grandparents were dairy farmers. 
Something about my Midwest Psyche had 
always sent a searing bolt of jealousy 
whenever I had to interact somehow with 
members of the upper echelons of the 
professional managerial class. | remember 
when I applied for colleges back in high 


school, trying desperately to leave Texas 
in hopes of moving to some comme il faut 
ivory tower on the Upper Rast Coast. 
Browsing their school’s websites left me 
sickened, exacerbated by my ex’s genuine 
excilement towards her prospects (more 
legitimate and substantiated than mine) of 
making it into one of them, I'll leave you 
to guess which one of us got the chance to 
leave, All that to say - I did not enter the 
interview room that day with either a 
clear head, or pure intentions. 

The interview itself was pretty 
standard. ‘Two large and red-faced men, 


GED 2 (QD asked about my 


technical abilities, times | had worked as a 
team on a challenging project, and what I 
thought my strongest attributes were - 
standard bullshit. Hoping to waste as 
much of their time as possible, I used the 
full hour to answer their questions. 
Towards the end I could see the duo 
looking over my shoulder at the wall 
clock and asking the questions in a more 
rushed tone. I supposed they no longer 
had interest in me. The hour came to a 
close and they talked very briefly about 
the position (it was to be located in 
- the middle of 
nowhere), thanked me for my time, shook 
my hand, and walked me out. ‘The duo 
turned left out of the room to reconvene 
with the other recruiters, and I turned 
right, towards the building’s exit. As | 
strode down the hall, a very small older 
lady with a soft southern accent chased 
me down. ‘Qa GSRREB’” She 
introduced herself asQijgqi and asked if] 
had the availability to meet them all for 
dinner later that evening at @iqggaaa> | 
couldn’t say no to margherita pizza, 
especially if it would be on 
y dime. She told me to be 
there at 6:30. We shook hands, and I 
walked to my car with the strangest 
sensation. Surely not everybody they 
interviewed was invited. 
| entered the restaurant at 6:35 
(though I made it to the parking lot 15 
minutes prior) fearing some sort of Eves 
Wide Shut scenario. The server up front 


very graciously listened to me try to 
explain that | was here for a big group but 
didn't quite know anybody's name. She 
walked me to a table hidden rather 
serenely in the back comer of the building 
and asked iT would like anything to 
drink. 1 sat down and noted the name tag 
with my full name resting on the plate in 
front of me.@@gp a middle aged and very 
sharp looking woman, asked if] was 21, 
“Ifyou are, you should order a drink!” | 
laughed it off and ordered a water. | 
introduced myself and thanked her for the 
invitation, then she introduced herself and 
pointed across the table to cach of the 
other recruiters. There were 4 or 5 of 
them in total, with another 4 or 5 students 
who sat alternating between each of them. 
The large men | interviewed with sat on 
the far end of the table and nodded as I 
made eye contact. I, seated on end 
opposite to them, was stuck between@gp 
who was to be my best friend for the 
night, and @@ the older woman who 
chased me down earlier. 

I regrettably couldn’t hear much of 
what@ip had to say throughout the 
night - due in part to the acoustics of the 
place, but also because of @@Bs endless 
conversation towards me. I regret this 
because she looked like she had been 
there a long time and knew too much 
about everybody else at the table, even 
perhaps too much about me. @pgiggled 
as her four glasses of wine made their 
way to the table, “Oh, I didn’t know it 
was a flight”, she grinned at me. Nobody 
else had ordered anything but water. 

In between questions about my 
background and what I thought about the 


company, @@ ordered an impressive 
array of appetizers “to keep y’all well 
fed”. She repeated, and later repeated 
again that if I had any questions for her or 
anybody else at the table to go ahead and 
ask. I had honestly run out of questions 
within the first 10 minutes of being seated 
and was relieved when enormous platters 
of calamari, fried shrimp, and seasoned 
french fries were delivered to the center 
of the table. When it came time to order, I 


promiscd @® (who was up to that point 
loudly indecisive about what she should 
order) that she could have a slice of my 
margherita pizza if she ordered a salad, I 
tried to covertly take note of most 
everybody's orders: 


GHREED (The older lady who chased me 
down the hall, the reason 1 was in this 
ness); Lettuce wrap and a very large heap 
of french fries 


GMB (with whom f am well acquainted 
with by now): Cobb salad and wine. 


GEEBEED (scated directly across from me, 
the only other candidate for the full-time 


position. He had glasses, large curly hair, 
and his collar was popped out of his 
sweater): Some sort of large messy 
sandwich with onion rings. 


Myself (a mess in my own right): 
Margherita pizza, minus a slice for agp 


GERD (One of the men who interviewed 
me, with terminal accountant-face): Ahi 
bowl that for some reason you can order 
here, and a sweet tea. 


GERD (Bearded man next to me with 
the word INTERN written under his 
name): Pepperoni pizza and a Coke. 


(Visibly sweating, the other man 
who interviewed me whose last question 
was ‘Where do you get your work ethic 
from?’): Also a pepperoni pizza. 


Largest of the men sitting in the 
corner): ‘Carnivore’ pizza. 


Also present were a few candidates 
for internship roles who looked very 
young and frightened. I forgot what they 
ordered, and | never got the chance to 
meet them. I wonder what they’re up to 
right now. 

Unbearable silence fell - the 
appetizers never ran low but it felt 
gluttonous to grab more and so I was left 


without any excuses to not talk. I turned 
to@@iBand asked what benefits come with 
working for the company. Her eyes 
glcamed and she complimented the 
question, saying that it was “such a smart 
thing to inquire about”, She assured me 
that I would be “well taken-care of”, 
touched my shoulder with her left hand 
and explained to me how dental and 
health policies work before elaborating 
upon what sounded to me as an almost 
parodic 401k package - up to a 12% 
company match. Her face suddenly 
became serious. “If you come work for 
us, and stay with us, you could very well 
end up retiring as a multimillionaire.”. | 
had no idea how much the salary was for 
this position and didn’t dare to ask. 
Somehow this discussion led to her 
talking about her twin daughters, both of 
whom would be graduating the same time 
as me but from different and rivalrous 
schools. She took her phone out and 
started showing me pictures of them. 
They looked happy and normal. 
Eventually our orders came, which 
was about when @iturned the 
conversation over t@g GED spoke 
in a very keen yet detached way. I got the 
feeling he felt that he was exactly where 
he belonged with his position. | felt chills 
go down my back as I tried to imagine my 
life in his shoes. “Tell us about some of 
the interesting things you’ve worked on, 
1 insisted. “No pressure” I 
tried to add with a smirk he never saw. 
talked about some of the new 
technologies that his department was 
using in order to improve their workflow. 
It was admittedly, sort of interesting, 
though I couldn’t help but feel that it 
could be used for more important things 
than what it was. To my surprise, aa 
kept going and carried the conversation 
for about 15 minutes - sometime within 
there he mentioned how drones were 
being used by to ensure 
that squatters weren’t establishing camps 
on Jand newly acquired by the company 
(Had this happened so often that such 
machines were truly needed? Was it 


Icgal? Was this some effect of Napolconic 
law, some squatter’s rights code that I had 
never heard about?), Also mentioned was 
some sort of action that needed to be 
taken against Google Earth, as apparently 
there was some sort of proprietary 
information published about land the 
company owned that ‘shouldn’t be out 
there’, Why this was said in relation fo 
perfectly legal available satellite imagery, 
I have no idea, In any case, it didn’t help 
my outlook on the use of ‘new 
technology’ in the ficld as a means to 
improve lives - rather, anybody's lives 
aside from shareholders. 

@lag® then talked about how many 
positions in the company require travel - 
he had been to the African continent on 
occasion, Europe, and South America. He 
also mentioned that the company formerly 
did community outreach programs near 

complete with free 
barbecues, carnival games, and handing 
out merchandise with the company logo. 
This was done, I inferred, to gain a direly 
needed positive relationship with the local 
people, as the company has just bought 
huge swaths of land surrounding the area. 
Just like me, good on them for taking free 
food. Inevitably, @gpsaid, some local 
group would come and ‘give [them] shit’ 
for an hour or so, questioning their 
practices and use of the land. ‘Sometimes, 
people just want to be listened to.’ he said 
with a smile. 

I ate my pizza fascinated by the 
details | was just made privy to, and asked 
for a to-go box when it was apparent the 
night was coming to an end. 
suggested I should go ‘switch seats with 
her’ - she gestured towards another 
student with the prospective intern tag on. 
It was a seat between@@ijan 
who would be the supervisors for the 
position | had interviewed for, It must 
have been the quiet end of the table, as 
when I sat down they didn’t seem all too 
eager to talk. | asked them a few 
questions | didn’t have the time to ask 
during my hour-long interview, one of 
which was about the facility and the 


surrounding area. The city 
explained, has been home to one half of 
the company since ils inception (the 
company’ has since acquired a significant 
other half since, and has thus constructed 
a rather large office in an otherwise rather 
small town.). One point of interest, he 
suggested, was a museum dedicated to the 


oil-baron founder of 
constructed out of his sumptuous turn-of- 


the-century mansion, replete with 
taxidermied animals (of which he raised 
in his yard) and an entire airplane hung 
from the ceiling of his living room. <a> 
added that the'thing he missed most about 
GED (he was recently relocated to 
RED) Was how cheap the cost of 


living was. He began to ask me about my 
time in@@M. as he was born and 
raised there and remembered it being on 
my resumé. Recounting his time there, his 
face became warmer and he began to 
smile. A real human connection. But it 
was too late - the party began to stand up 
and we made our way to the exit. 

I shook everybody’s hands, some 
more than once, and tried to thank them 
as graciously as I could. As I was about to 
shake @@Js hand, she leaned in and 
wrapped her arms around me for a hug. 
“Sorry, I’m a hugger!” she explained. 

I was first to open the front doors out 
of the restaurant. I’m unsure if anybody 
followed me out, or if they stayed in the 
purgatory of goodbyes, business card 
trades, and other pleasant formalities. I 
left with a bizarre sensation, an 
intensification of the feeling that I had felt 
walking out of the interview earlier that 
day. I wasn’t sure what to make of the 
spectacle I had just subjected myself to. I 
wasn’t mad or envious of the people I had 
just met. I didn’t covet their positions, 
their material comforts, or their banal 
lives. Whatever they had, I didn’t want. I 
had forgotten my to-go box on the table 
inside, but couldn’t give a shit. I crossed 
the parking lot as the sun set and walked 
beyond my car towards the other side of 
the strip mall into@ggs, where I bought 
a large plastic bottle of mint liqueur. 


CITY OF KANM 


IN THE YEAR TWO THOUSAND. AND TWENTY-THREE 


“A SERIES OF MODEST PROPOSALS” 


Marry your roommate 

Neighborhood ordinances in College Station state that no more than four unrelated indi- 
viduals may live in a house. This can be circumvented by getting married. At the point in 
which you marry your roommate, you count as related. Four married couples living to- 
gether lowers the rent significantly. 


Rip Up Surface Parking 

The most effective way to encourage people to use other modes of transportation besides 
cars is to limit parking. It is not too particularly difficult to rent heavy machinery. The 
people at the rental center do not ask a lot of questions. Go late at night or early in the 
morning with your excavator, start ripping up the pavement, and destroy as many parking 
spaces as possible. Force your fellow students to take the bus. 


Shoot Guns in your Neighborhood 

The average Texas A&M student is from a relatively safe community. They are not used to 
gunshots, and will be scared of them. If you shoot guns often enough, people who can 
afford to leave are more likely to do so. Your apartments will be forced to lower the rent to 
attract more renters. Realistically, you don’t want people who are afraid of a few gunshots 
as neighbors anyway. 


How to Be Homeless on Main Campus: 

_ Sleeping and Storage - The first thing you'll need to do is find an isolated place to 
sleep and maybe a sleeping bag. You could potentially invest in a hammock and move 
around, but it’s riskier since you would be sleeping in the open most likely. The next step 
is to find a place to cache items. Architecture students have a distinct advantage because 
they are assigned desks and cabinets. If you cannot store your items inside, you can sort of 
waterproof a bag with grocery sacks. Ask a friend to use their address as your mailing ad- 
dress. 


Food - Students are wasteful. You can consistently find uneaten food in trash cans around 
the dining halls and the MSC. At the end of the day, the restaurants on campus will throw 
their unused food in the dumpster and you can eat that too. I am not advocating for this of- 
ficially, but you can steal up to $2,500 of groceries before it is prosecuted as a Class A 
misdemeanor. 


Showering - Keep soap, shampoo, conditioner, and deodorant in your stash and shower 


at one of the St ecreation Centers. 


o 


Mayor Hunter S. Fischer 


(Interpersonal Distortions) 


_ (By Lucy Grasiger) 


T’ve managed to find a pretty intriguing little pastime for myself in the ~ : 

- past several months or so. From time to time, when the mood strikes me, 4 
-] will choose a picture of a friend of mine, an unsuspecting, nice little | 
“snapshot of a memory we share, and I'l] distort them, turn them into 
something... . else. Something else entirely. 


T don’ t necessarily know what will be produced beforehand, it’s very : 
much a figure-it-out-as-I-go-along process, but generally speaking the | 
intention is to make something uncanny, something that might just make 
one a little uneasy at the sight of it. When I’m done, you ete have 


et “AS soon: 


- something | hike this... 


Original Image — 
(Ginger) 

Pim editing this page right now hi 
There’s not really much of an 
. intention | behind this besides 
simply seeing what I can come up 
with, I just find it fascinating. I’m 
‘happy. to say that when I show 
them they’ve all thought it was cool 
L002) 


The Statice Devil): 


a ; high. fidelity, ify you look at 


“them close you can see 


= pixels, all sorts of little 
flaws, but I still like them. 


Bee fe make my : brain : happy, 


After turning Ginger into evil TV static I realized [| could replicate this wes 


: “process, and make more distortions. It’s a pretty similar series of steps. x 


each time, really only varying a bit to accommodate your chosen subject ss 


aS. needed. But really, once you figure it out you can turn just about any s . 


: image that has oe going on in it into something very, very different. ree 


i Original Image 
Se) 


: - The. images” aren’ *t all that 
: plenty of noise, “stretched 


the” colors and shapes 


what a Ee ae oer 


- (The Wild Diety) 


Ne lig 'd expect | the question fas popped up at fe once in your noggin 5 


since you started reading this, how exactly do I make these? Well, I don’t ae 


have any. ‘real photo editing experience. whatsoever, I couldn’t navigate a 
photoshop to save my life. Furthermore, I don’t necessarily. have $200 or 


- so just lying around to buy that kind of software in the first place. So, how | 


ae does a broke, amateur at best photo « editor miake these? Pesete 


ie That’ s tight; you tee familiar enough with the stock effects in Picsart, a A 


ae free photo editing mobile app, and you can make stuff like this easy. Vau ere 


_ just have to play around with it, get creative, forget what it looked like : s 
before’ and just make je someshing new!” oe 


T’ve made quite a few of these but I’ve only got two more to show you, - 
ne then you can go on your merry way and make use of the knowledge Tve 
given. you, make scary edits of your own! Or, don’t even make them 
scary, make them cute, funny, crazy, whatever your heart desires, as long 2 

as you’re having some fun. ; i 


Original Image — 
~ (Hannibal) : 


(The Watcher) 


Original linages 
(Me, Lucy) 
And finally, because every Sree 
ultimately has the self as their 


greatest source of reference, my 
very own self-portrait. ‘Thank — 


you very much for reading, | and ne 


<a 


(The Nameless One). for looking. Bye :~) 


Walkability in College Station for Students 


Hunter S. Fischer 


My first year at Texas A&M was spent taking 
online classes due to COVID-19. I did my best 
to take asynchronous courses because I found it 
difficult to pay attention in Zoom lectures. The 
lax schedule led to me having a lot of down- 
time. I often filled this time by walking around 
my neighborhood and the then-empty campus. 
Within the student housing areas, I consider 
myself an expert in its walkability.t 

College Station is a college town, but it is 
better understood as a large suburb. There is 
no downtown, and most areas are zoned for 
residential or commercial use. Suburbs gen- 
erally are not known for their walkability, but 
College Station does better than most places. 
Texas A&M University (TAMU) provides a bus 
service for students, and it runs between 7 AM 
to around midnight when regular classes are in 
session. The timetable for bus service becomes 
questionable at best after 5 PM. Allegedly, you 
need a student ID to ride the bus, but in my 
experience, I have never seen them ask for it. 
The sidewalks here are often small, cracked, 
and dirty, but they are there nonetheless, which 
is more than most suburbs offer for pedestrians. 
Although, this is all mostly only true for areas 
within three miles of campus. Beyond that, it 
is car-dependent. The Brazos Transit District 
(BTD) buses run throughout the Bryan College 
Station (BSC) area, but only hourly. The times 
tables do not necessarily align with the Aggie 
Spirit Bus, so you may be waiting a long time 
between transfers. 

In the 2000s, TAMU started building the large 
parking garages we have today, creating a sur- 
plus of parking on campus. Alumni from before 
the garages were built will remember services 
like Dial-a-ride or not moving their cars for 
fear of losing their spots. College Station, at 
this time, was less spread out. Around this time, 
the City of College Station recently repealed 
restrictions on student housing, creating the 
opportunity for suburban sprawl. The Spirit 
bus service ran often and efficiently before 
because it had to. Because it was not possible 
for everyone to drive in. College Station now 
has sprawled out far enough that it has absorbed 
the previously incorporated town of Wellborn, 
and TAMU has accommodated the sprawl by 


ea 


City of College Station official bike lane map (City of College Station) 


more and more parking. 

College Station residents have a long history 
of issues with TAMU students. The infamous, 
no more than four unrelated individuals in the 
same home ordinance is progressive compared 
to previous policies that outright banned unre- 
lated individuals living together. In the 1990’s, 
Southwest Parkway used to be about where de- 
velopment ended and where most non-students 
lived. Most families and long term residents 
have since moved even further south to around 
William D. Fitch following the new ordinance. 
One can reasonably walk to campus from the 
Holleman and Southwest Parkway area, but it 
becomes less feasible the further South students 
live further increasing car dependency. 

It is certainly possible to live without a car 
in College Station, but it certainly makes life 
more inconvenient and difficult. Commuting 
is straightforward if one only needs to go to 
a TAMU campus, and bus stops are within 
walking distance of most student living areas.. 
It becomes more complicated when necessary 
chores such as grocery shopping need to be 
done off campus. If one can’t secure a ride to 
the store, food options become limited too by 
the cost of delivery, weight, or perishability. 
One can order groceries and be charged extra 
for delivery. They could walk and be limited 
by how much they can carry a considerable 
distance. Groceries can even spoil if the trip is 
long enough. There is a term called food deserts 
that describe places that are 20 miles or more 
away from nutritious food. College Station is 
around 50 square miles, and the grocery stores 
are evenly distributed enough that nowhere in 
city limits is a food desert. However, I argue 
that the definition does not apply to pedestrians. 
Assuming it takes 15-20 minutes for the average 
person to walk a mile, even a store 3 miles away 


is too far to walk and bring back anything that 
needs refrigerated. There is a bus stop outside 
of the H-E-B on Texas Ave. This is a possible 
solution, but it involves having to make a con- 
nection if you do not live along the route. 

While less closely related to walkability, 
College Station has implemented bike lanes 
and greenways in many places. Biking is a nice 
compromise for students without cars. It signifi- 
cantly speeds up commutes and gives students 
agency. They no longer need to depend on the 
bus, rideshare services, or friends to get around. 
I am not entirely convinced of this solution as 
an end-all be-all. None of these bike lanes are 
protected in a city where the rate of accidents is 
elevated from the national average. Logically 
speaking, how safe do you think it is to ride a 
bicycle next to a two-ton steel and aluminum 
machine traveling 40 miles per hour with a line 
of paint between you and it? 


Hunter S. Fischer is the mayor 
of KAMN Student Radio. Their 
true identity is unknown, and 
only a select few individuals are 
even able to contact them. They 
write about urbanism in the 
Bryan College Station area 


A Series of Modest Proposals - NOT 
MODEST AT ALL 


Tanner Forester 


Whoever Hunter S. Fischer is, they are clear- 
ly insane. I can’t marry my roommate! He has 
all these other insane suggestions like shooting 
guns in your neighborhood to keep the property 
values low and renting a bulldozer to destroy 
parking lots. To cap it off, he rambles on and on 
about how to be homeless at Texas A&M it’s - 


Walkability in College Station for Students 


Full walkability is likely impossible outside 
of older, densely populated cities. So much 
of our infrastructure is dedicated to people’s 
second largest asset. Even if people general- 
ly dislike being dependent on cars, they are 
unwilling to give them up. To build a walkable 
Houston, Dallas, or College Station even, much 
of the city would have to be torn down. Zoning 
laws have favored single-family homes with 
minimum lot sizes that are too big. The design 
standards for everything go against walkability. 
Roads must be so large to accommodate cars. 
Buildings must be set back so far for utilities 
and, ultimately, roads for cars. 

I feel that there is a sense of temporality in 
the student body. Students generally stay reg- 
istered to vote in their home counties, use their 
parents’ address as their permanent one, and are 
uninvolved with anything outside of school. My 
opinion is that College Station IS your home as 
a student. Students live here 8-9 months out of 
the year. It is their home. It may be for only 2-4 
years, but become involved. Go to city council 
meetings when it affects you, and register to 
vote in Brazos county. This is your home, and 
you need to treat it as such. 


Student riding a bike across a road with a 50 mph speed limit 


BY LARISSA GONZALEZ 


| FIND IT STRANGE THAT WE'VE 
GROWN UP IN THE,-SAME TOWN, 
YET NEVER NOTICED ‘TIL TWO YEARS AGO. 


TO HAVE ONLY BEEN A FIVE MINUTE DRIVE AWAY FROM 
EACH OTHER THE ENTIRE TIME. 


JUST,A BRIDGE APART, 
DeA SS" yee iatletem ame oals Fy toate lente Tali peel cele teL tials] Ce a aes t Iota le) 
PRIMARY SCHOOL: 


: 
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e 
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ae 

j YOU LIVE IN THE LITTLE NEIGHBORHOOD NEXT TO THE 
{ SMALL WHITE CHAPEL MY. FATHER HELPED RENOVATE 
i“, 

iv 

q 

| A 
be 

} 
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THIS ONE SUMMER; 
IT SEEMS ALMOST STAR-CROSSED NOW. 


AFTER THE STORM IN FEBRUARY, 
| TOOK A FIVE MONTH HIATUS FROM ALL THE THINGS 
INVOLVING YOU, 


THE LAST TWO YEARS HAVE LEFT A 
SENSE-OF UNCERTAINTY BETWEEN US, 
WHICH HAVE MADE GONE A BIT ILL. 


| WAS LEFT LOOKING THROUGH THE HAZY GLASS OF 
YOUR BLACK PICK-UP TRUCK. 

SIP rey IN) | WIRE pop IIL (LINES Spy (ONE | WinE pein, pale, WILE 
STROLLED THROUGH DOWNTOWN. 


WHEN, WE REACHED THE OLD CEMETERY DOWN THE 
ROAD, 

| REMEMBER CLOSING MY EYES, THE SAME WAY | WOULD 
AS A CHILD. 


WHEN | THINK OF YOU, 
| AM NEVER AT A-LOSS FOR WORDS. 


THERE ARE SO MANY THINGS | WOULD -LIKE TO SAY TO 
YOU NOW, THAT ! JUST KEEP TO MYSELF. 


| FIGURED I'D RATHER FEEL ALONE ALL BY 
RATHER THAN WANTING TO BE NOTICED BY YOU. 


MYSELF, 
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“ PINA COLADAS WITH CHIPS & SALSA \ 


Growing up, August was always a month to look forward to. As the last weeks of Summer 
went by, the Feria in our Dad’s hometown of Nieves, Zacatecas inched closer. Every year 
we’d make the trek down to Mexico eager to be reunited with the lively nights that 
stretched into the early hours of the morning all week long. During the first week of 
August, Nieves holds a festival honoring the patron Saint of Santa Maria de las Nieves and 
there would be stalls lining all along the plaza for food, games, and drinks. Ever since we 
can remember the pina coladas were always one of our favorite parts and a staple of our 
yearly trip (even if they were virgin versions at the time). Our collection of jarritos grew 
and grew exponentially with each passing year till our cabinet was filled to the brim. It’s 
the little traditions we developed as a family that somehow always find their way woven 
into a blanket of warm memories to wrap ourselves in when times get tough. Gracias a 


nuestra familia por todas las memorias y todo lo demas. Los amamos @ 


-Alan and Jimena Garcia from Chips and Salsa* 
*Tune in to KANM.org Tuesdays at 9am for Chips & Salsa, the 
best Latin American radio show in Aggieland 


*. piNa COLADAS EN JARRITO @ 
INGREDIENTS 


e 20z. Pineapple juice 
* 20z. Cream of coconut 
¢ % cup Frozen pineapple chunks 
e 202. Malibu original rum a 
e 1-207. Tequila (We used 1.5 0z Don Julio Reposado) By 
Optional 
e Ice 


e Vanilla ice cream 


DIRECTIONS 


Add all ingredients to a blender and blend until smooth*. For an authentic Nieves 
flare serve in a clay jarro with a maraschino cherry and top with a sprinkle of 
cinnamon. 


NOTE 


*We personally prefer only using the frozen pineapple but for a thicker texture add 
ice cubes before blending. For a creamer texture we recommend adding a couple 


scoops of vanilla ice cream before blending. 


= WALKING DONUTS: WHAT IS THERE i i sit? THEY cin 
COMFORT YOU ON A DAY OF DISTRESS OR FUEL YOU IN THE 
) MORNING. THEY SPREAD JOY AND MISCHIEF INTO THE 
MONOTONOUS ACTIVITY OF GROCERY SHOPPING. 
| 
ley WHAT IS A WALKING DONUT YOU MAY ASH? IT'S WHEN YOU & 
ENTER A GROCERY STORE AND GRAB A DONUT FROM THE SHELF 
IN THE BAKERY SECTION. IT'S ONLY FREE IF YOU EAT THE 
WHOLE THING BEFORE YOU PAY FOR YOUR GROCERIES. 


MANKIND SENT A PICTURE OF A GROCERY SHOPPING ETCHED 

INTO A GOLDEN RECORD TO FIND OTHER LIFE FORMS OUTSIDE 

— OUR PLANET. THE INSTITUTION OF THE SUPERMARKET IS A 

~~ MARVEL OF HUMAN INNOVATION. ONLY NOW CAN VOU JET OVER 
TO YOUR NEAREST AMERICAN GROCERY STORE AND GRAB A 
| COMPLIMENTARY DONUT TO SNACK ON WHILST BROWSING THE 
| SHELVES FOR SUSTENANCE. 


THE CLARITY BROUGHT FROM CONSUMING A DONUT wee 
) SHOPPING FOR GROCERIES 1S SOBERING FROM THE 
PERSUASIONS OF HUNGER. IT MAWES YOU MORE ALERT AND 
La FRIENDLY WHICH HELPS EVERYONE. THIS 1S PRECISELY WHY 
THEY ARE PROVIDED FREE OF CHARGE FOR ALL GROCERY 
‘oo SHOPPERS. feet ck Yo 


ah “M DOING th PART: T HAVE HAD 216 WALKING. DONUTS ir uy N 
LIFE. | HAVE CROSSED STATE LINES AND TRIED THE LOCAL Gi 

PLEASURES. SCARCITY HAS BROUGHT ME TO TRY NEW =<= 
FLAVORS AND DONUT STYLES | WOULD HAVE AVOIDED. MY == 
FAVORITE 18 THE CLASSIC CRUELER AND MAPLE IS A STRONG ~& 
S CONTENDER FOR SECOND. | DON'T PLAN ON STOPPING AND | a 
ma WILL EN Hu voy TO WHEREVER AND Le LIFE AR 
Ay UAMES ME.8 4c S = = 
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FALL 202.3 


Sunday 


Monday 


Tuesday 


Wednesday 


Thursday 


7.00 am 


TSA 


RaT’s PACK 


Out HER SPACE 


KYLE AND BENJI IN THE 
MORNING 


BURNING DOWN THE 
HOUSE 


THE Macic Hour 


CHIPS & SALSA 


LA’TING L’ASIA 


IN THE AM WITH PM 


MODERN GIRL 


LIFE THROUGH Lyrics 


XAH’S BARBERSHOP 


THE BEAD 


DILLY-DALLIE 


Tommy’s TUNES 


ROLL CALL 


SEDTALKS 


BEARS. BEATS. 


BATTLESTAR. GALACTICA, 


PERFECT SOUND 
ENDEAVOR 


Howpy Doopy TIME 


THE LARTER SHOW 8: 
THE END OF LARTER 


DEEP END RADIO 


FLUCTUATIONS. 


BAD SPORTS* 


MINT CONDITION 


MEMORIES AND 
TREASURES. 


JAZZWORLD 


SOUND AND VISION 


My LITTLE CORNER 
OF THE WORLD 


THE GROOVE Bus TO 
FUNGAL CITY 


BOBBIE’s DAD 


PROFESSIONAL 
CONFESSIOR 


CONSISTENTLY 
INCONSISTENT 


DEVOUR HOUR 


MAC 


MIGUEL STUDENT 
CENTER 


MICROGENRE MADNESS 


2.00 pm 


THE ROOF OUTSIDE YOUR 
BEDROOM WINDOW 


MAISON Music: SS23 


SPACE CHANNEL 5S 


NORMAL GIRL SHOW 


NICK@NITE 


SAMBA 22 


HEY, I'M BJORKIN’ 
HERE! 


3.00 pm 


FEEDING THE VoID 


NUKEBOX RADIO 


WHO THE HECK 


CHERRY Boms 


BIG TIME BANGERZ 


GODEL’S INCOMPETENCE 
THEOREM 


PRETTY PEOPLE ONLY 


4.00 pm 


HUG TIME 


H MACK VARIETY HouR 


STREAM AND STAN 


Cas’ CORNER 


ADRIAN TIME :) 


6O MINUTES OF 
SILENCE: Cour 3 


THE CERULEAN HOUR 


ANGRY HAT 


THE MOONTOWER 


RADIOHEADS 


J-BOOGIES QUEST FOR 
THE ULTIMATE FUNK 


GRASS STAINS 


THE CHARACTER STUDY 


BRENDEN BREAKS- 
DOWN BANGERS 


6.00 pm 


Movie REVIEW CREW 


ELECTRONICALLY ILL 


FAVES 


ON THE ROTATION 


HIT SCHMOOZE 


LeT’s TALK BUSINESS 


EDM Exopus 


7.00 pm 


MUSICAL MADNESS 
Hour: THE END 


FIELD Day 


2STEPTUESDAY 


CONVENIENTLY VAGUE 


BIMBO RaDIO. 


COowsoY CONFERENCE 


9.00 pm 


SUPERNATURAL SUNDAY 
SCARIES 


MONDAY BLUES 


Love EVERYONE 
FOREVER... 


SHADOWZ 


VocALOID POWER HOUR 
(WITH HOLIDAY HELMS) 


HANG THE DJ 


CONTROL ALT DELETE 


ON NIGHT AIR 


To You, FRom Lucy 


AMBIENT HOUR 


DENISSE’S FANTASY 
WoRLD 


THE COLORFUL ABYSS. 


How TO LOSE THE AUX 


THE ALABASTERS 


BON VOYAGE 


ZomBIE HOURS 


PEAK MUSIC 


INSANE AND IN PAIN 


THE BARBIE DIARIES 


DEVIL IN THE DETAILS 


TARA’S TAKEOVER 


11.00 pm 


POCRASTINATION 
POWER HOUR 


THE NIGHT CRAWLER 


Groovy TUESDAYS 
W/EVERETT 


LINER NoTES 


SOBREMESA 


12.00 am 


SNL 


THE RADIO ROUND-UP 


UNDERGROUND & 
UNDERCOVER 


2.00 am 


3.00 am 


eat _ ae aS 


KANM Favorite Artists J 


[Lomita } ate at a My Chemical Rc Chemical Romance: “Wat o) 
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